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Now let us sing the story old, 
The story dearer each time told, i 
Of shepherds and a child; 
Of angels singing sweetly clear, 
Wise-men ever drawing near, : 
By paths and roadways wild. 


Far in the East a great star burned, 

And to its light the Wise-men turned, 
For guidance on their way. : 

By rocky trail of mountain steep, | 


Through shallow fords, by waters deep, 
They journeyed night and day. 
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/Ason they went o'er desert.sand,. 
And through the fruitful valley land, 
Ae swift as swallows skin. “Se. 


Waked not the.wild birds overhead, 
/ Asleep i un forest. dim, 


~ 
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They ¢ame at last to Bethlehem) \ 


Upon a wondrous night, \ 
When skies were cleft by angel daa. 

nd all the air \was filled with song 

An touched, with heavenly light. 


‘The ne who came the to save 
They found within a stable « cave, 
In imple garments clad, 
But nth that high celestial grace 
Of form and look and lovely a\ 
makes all glad. 
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The while they offered gold and gem 
~—Fit for a princely diadem, 
The cattle round Him pressed. 
| _As sunbeams on the flowers. fall, 
The infant Savior of them all 
_ Smiled fromthe V irgin's breast. 


ig And then the angel song was-done, 
“The sweet night-passed, the golden sun 
: On Bethlehem looked down. 
Wise-men sought their distant lands, 
The shepherds led their gentle bands 
To hills beyond the town. 
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The years went by; the Child became 
For all the world the Daystar flame, 
To glow with light divine. 
The Sun of righteousness is he, 
The radiance on land and sea, 
And in your heart and mine. 
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The great have called him Lord and King, 
The mighty of his praises sing, 

And set him high above; 
But still to me he seems so sweet 


His goodness, only, I repeat, 
And think but of his love. 
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O little Boy, to man- 
hood grown, 

O teacher, kind, O 
God on throne, 

Please be a child 
with me; 

My simple heart 
would hold you 
near, 

Companion ever, play- 
mate dear, 


And constant friend 
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WHY THE SAND MAN NEVER 
LACKS SLEEP SAND 


CLARA May FLETCHER BAIRD 


It was Lucy Lee’s busy day. She wanted to know something 
very much: she was curious about the Sandman. For two long days, 
Lucy Lee had wondered why the Sandman never lacked sleep sand, 
when he used so very, very much. 

Early in the morning, Lucy Lee slipped away to her pretend 
corner, just to sit and make believe that she knew. After a while, she 
ran to the big willow by the brook. 

““Now I will find out what I want to know, from the big willow 
and the brook; they will tell me, if they can,” she said. 

A wind passing by, bent the willow ever so slightly. It nodded 
its branches, “Yes, yes.” 

The brook whispered, “S—sssh! S—sssh! So! So!” 

“Thanks, very much,” said Lucy Lee. 

She sat quite still, The south wind was playing in the big wil- 


“The south wind was playing in the big willow tree.” 
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low. It was telling the friendly tree a story. It was whispering so that 
Lucy Lee could understand. The brook was slipping by, “S—so! 
S S 

‘A long time ago,” whispered the south wind, “when the Sand- 
man was very young, he made a sad mistake. He threw his sleep 
sand about carelessly. After a few years, the Sandman found that 
his field of sleep sand was nearly all gone. He knew that there was 
no other field of sleep sand in all the world. He wondered what he 
could do to make the sleep sand last longer. He thought and thought 
and thought. 

“After three days of thinking, he decided that he would try out 
a plan. The Sandman took each grain of sleep sand and split it into 
two pieces. It was a very tedious task. It took a month to cut enough 
sand to carry on one night’s journey. When he had thrown it about, 
all the earth people awoke hours too early. They had only half 
enough sleep. ‘It is a poor plan,’ sighed the Sandman, ‘I will try 
another way. ‘This time, I will throw a whole grain of my sand in 
just one eye of each earth person. Surely they will sleep then.’ 

““When he tried this plan, he found that it would not do at all. 
Only the eye receiving the grain of sleep sand, slept; the other re- 
mained wide awake. ‘The earth people grew very cross. They were 
losing their rest. ‘Oh! Oh! Oh!’ moaned the Sandman, ‘I must find 
a way to replenish my field of sand. I will try to make sand. Let 
me see; what shall I do first?’ 

“The Sandman was no inventor. Try as he would, he could 
not make sleep sand. 

“* “Surely, I can find another field of sand somewhere,’ thought 
the Sandman. ‘I do not know where to look. I will ask the wise 
west wind if he knows where I can find another field of sleep sand.’ 

“The Sandman hailed the west wind as he hurried by. 

“ “Hello, West Wind,” he cried. ‘May I talk with you a mo- 
ment? I have a question to ask you.’ 

“* Surely, surely,’ whistled the west wind. ‘What is your ques- 
tion?” 

“**My field of sleep sand is nearly used,” sighed the Sandman. 
‘Can you tell me where I may find another?’ 

“**You know there is not another, anywhere,’ answered the wise 
west wind. “How did you get this one?’ 

_ “*This field of sand,” said the Sandman, ‘was made with the 
rest of the earth. It is a gift of the good Father.” 

“*O—ow! O—ow!” nodded the west wind. ‘If the dear 
Father gave you this field of sleep sand, why don’t you thank him for 
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it, and ask to have it increased? Then promise not to be careless of 
your new sand and never break your promise.’ 


“Thanks, thanks, wise West Wind. I will try,’ said the Sand- 


man. 

““The west wind blew away. 

“Soon the busy south wind came rushing along, hurrying many 
little winds to shelter. 

“*T will ask the south wind,” said the Sandman. ‘I will see 


what he says.’ 


Ned 
> 
. . 
MB goes about each night throwing sand into the eyes of earth people. 
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“ *Hello! Hello! South Wind,’ the Sandman cried, ‘will you 
have time to answer a question for me?” 

“* ‘Surely, surely, if I can,’ whistled the south wind, holding 
tightly to the little breezes. “What is it?’ 

“**My field of sleep sand is nearly all used. Soon the earth peo- 
ple will be without rest. Can you tell me where I shall find another 
field of sleep sand?’ the Sandman asked. 

“* “You know there is no other such field in all the world,’ said the 
south wind. ‘How did you get this one?’ 

“*This field of sleep sand was made at the beginning of the 
earth, by the good Father,” the Sandman answered. 

** “\W—well! w—well!’ whistled the south wind. ‘Suppose you 
try thanking the good Father for this field of sand. Then ask him for 
another. Surely, if he has made one field of sand for you, he will 
replenish it.’ 

“Then the south wind rushed away. 

“The Sandman was not satisfied. 

“**The wise west wind and the busy south wind have told me 
the same thing; I will ask the sun,” he muttered to himself. 

““The sun was low in the west. The Sandman called: 

“Sun! Sun! Will you answer a question for me?’ 

** ‘Surely, surely, if I can,’ smiled the sun. ‘What is it>’ 

“**Can you tell me where I shall find another field of sleep sand? 
This one is nearly all used,’ said the Sandman. 

“**That I cannot do,’ answered the sun. ‘I do not know of an- 
other field of sleep sand. How did you find the one you have?’ 

** “Tt was made at the beginning of the earth, by the good Father,’ 
the Sandman replied. 

“**‘O—oh!’ said the sun, looking very round. “You can have 
more sleep sand. You need never lack for plenty of sleep sand. 
Thank the dear Father for what you have, then ask him for more and 
promise faithfully not to be careless with your sleep sand.’ 

“Then the sun slipped away from sight. 

“The Sandman sat down by his field of sleep sand. He was 
thinking: 

“The wise west-wind, the busy south wind, and the sun, each 
asked me the same question. They all told me to do the same thing. 
I shall try it!’ 

“The Sandman grew quiet. He sat very still. He was thinking 
of the good the sleep sand did, and how he liked to throw it over the 
world at twilight. 
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** “How thankful I am for the sleep sand,’ he said over and over 
and over. ‘If I had more, I should be careful with it.’ 

““The Sandman sat perfectly still for a long time. It was his way 
of thanking the good Father for the sleep sand and of asking for more. 
After awhile he felt just right and very happy. He was sure of sleep 
sand for every one. 

“Later, the west wind swished by the Sandman. 

“* “Ts your field of sleep sand holding out >’ he called. 

“*Yes, yes,” answered the Sandman, ‘I have plenty of sleep sand 
now. It is a gift from the good Father.’ 

“* “Right! right!’ said the west wind. ‘Now you will always have 
sleep sand.’ 

“*The south wind, on his way home, asked the Sandman: 

** “Have you plenty of sleep sand >?” 

““*Yes! yes!’ answered the Sandman. ‘I have plenty and some 
to spare. It is a gift from the good Father.’ 

“The sun, slipping away into the west, paused to remark: 

“**T see you have plenty of sleep sand now, Sandman.’ 

*““*Yes! yes!’ answered the Sandman. ‘I shall always have 
plenty. I shall wisely use what I have, and trust and thank the good 
Father for more.’ 

***T am very glad for you, Sandman,’ smiled the sun. ‘You will 
never lack for sleep sand.’ 

“The Sandman knew that the sun was right. Now he happily 
goes about each night throwing his grains of sleep sand into the eyes of 
the earth peope.” 


| 
| 
\ 


14 WEE WISDOM 


THE WIND AND THE COUGHNUTS 
M. T. J. 


Gretchen was coming home from town. She had two loaves 
of bread under one arm, and a huge bag of doughnuts under the other. 
Besides, she was trying to carry a box of shoes and a large umbrella. 

The wind was blowing almost like a hurricane. It tossed her curls 
about her head, pulled her little cap over one ear, and wrapped her 
long coat about her knees. 

“Dear me!” she exclaimed, “I think I am about to be blown 
away. 

Just then one of her brown curls blew across her eyes so that she 
could not see. 

Ker-plunk! Right into a great fat man’s stomach she bumped. 
She turned to the other side of the walk to pass him, but just as she 
did so, he moved to that side also, and she hit him again, harder than 


ever. 


“Gretchen was coming home from town.” 
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“Three ragged little urchins were eating her doughnuts.” 


Back to the middle of the walk she went. But the fat man got 
there first. 


Ker-plunk! ker-plunk! This was the third time she bumped 
him. He was quite out of breath. 

“If you'll stand still, little girl,” he said, “I'll go by.” 

Just then a quick gust of wind snatched the bag of doughnuts 
from her hand, and carried the bag down the street. Gretchen ran 
after it. She looked and looked but could not find it. 

She was almost ready to start home without it, when she heard 
some one laughing on the other side of the fence. 

She peeped around the corner, and there she found three ragged 
little urchins, eating her doughnuts as fast as they could. 

At first, she felt rather cross and was about to scold, when she 
noticed that they seemed very poor and very, very hungry. 

“T shall tell mother all about it,” she said, “I’m sure she would 
wish me to let the poor children have the doughnuts. So she went on, 
without saying anything to the little boys. 


“Tt’s an ill wind that blows nobody good,” said her mother, when 
she told her. 
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HEART-OF-A-POET and LITTLE SONG 
Hewes LANCASTER 


Heart-of-a-poet was tired and hungry, and still had half a mile 
to walk before he could reach home. But that was not the worst of 
it. Big black clouds were sweeping along before a high wind, and 
often a streak of lightning zigzagged down from the sky and the thun- 
der growled and grumbled loudly. 

“T am wearing my best clothes,” said Heart-of-a-poet, “‘and they 
will be drenched and be ruined.” 

He was frightened, too. He kept looking first this way and 
then that, to see how black the clouds were getting. That made him 
stumble so that he could hardly walk. It seemed as though he would 
never, never reach home. 

And then when the thunder was rolling louder, and the clouds 
were growing so black that it looked as if the rain must soon come 
pouring down, a little voice began to sing out to Heart-of-a-poet. 

“T wish you would take me into your heart,” sang the little voice; 
“T wish you would take me into your heart.” 

Heart-of-a-poet looked about, and saw a cheerful little fellow, 
trudging at his side. 

“Why, who in the world are you2? And why do you want to 
come into my heart?” he asked. 

“Oh! I’m Little Song,” said the cheerful little fellow, ‘“‘and I 
want to get into your heart, because 1 know I would feel nice and 
safe in there. Please take me in.” 

Heart-of-a-poet’s heart was so heavy with fear and anxiety that 
he felt it would surely break if he tried to take anything more into it. 
But he could not bear the thought of leaving Little Song out in the 
storm, so he took courage and said: 

“All right, Little Song, come into my heart quickly, before it 
begins to rain.” 

“Oh! thank you,” sang Little Song. “I knew it was going to 
be nice in here. Now, Heart-of-a-poet, let you and me begin to sing.” 

Heart-of-a-poet laughed. 

“It’s a funny time to be singing,” he said, “when it looks like the 
rain will pour down any minute.” 

“No, no;” said Little Song, “the very time to begin singing is 
when the clouds look the blackest. Come on; let’s sing: 

The children sing in far Japan, 
The children sing in Spain; 
The organ with the organ man 
Is singing in the rain. 
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Right away Heart-of-a-poet began to sing, and at once he 
stopped stumbling. 

“Come on,” sang Little Song, “‘let’s sing faster.” 

The faster they sang, the faster Heart-of-a-poet walked. He 
forgot about being tired and hungry, and soon broke into a run. 
Just as the rain began to fall, he dashed in at the gate and bounded 
up the steps and into the house where his mother stood watching 
for him. 

“Oh! Mamma,” he cried, “guess what I have in my heart.” 

His mother smiled. 

“T don’t have to guess,” she said, “I know what it is you have 
in your heart.” 

“What is it?” 

“Tt’s Little Song.” 

“Well, Mamma! how could you tell >” 

“T could tell by your eyes, son. And I hope you will let Little 
Song stay in your heart all the time. He is a good friend for a boy 
to have.” 

“Oh! I know, Mamma. Just as soon as Little Song got into my 
heart, we started singing, and I forgot all about being tired and hungry, 
and scared.” 

His mother smiled again: 

““That is the way it always is. Whenever you are lonely or 
unhappy, the very best thing that you can do is to take Little Song 
into your heart and start singing. 


MORNING PRAYER 
Selected by Mary E. Davis 


Now I wake and see the light: 
God has kept me through the night. 
Make me good, O Lord, I pray; 
Keep and guard me through the day. 
For Jesus’ sake. 


? Ne 
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GOD'S GIFT OF MOLLUSKS AND EARTH WORMS 
And God said, Let the earth bring forth living creatures . . . and God 


saw that it was good 


When we study the many different forms of life in the great 
outside world and also those hidden beneath the blue waters of the 
deep seas, we find that we live in a wonderful world. 

All the animals that have ever lived on the earth, and all that are 
now living on the earth, have been made on the same great plan. 
There are five different branches or types of animals. 

The first branch is called protozoan. ‘These are the plantlike 
animals, such as the sponge, which we have already studied. The 
next branch is called radiate (star-shaped). The starfish, which we 
have studied also, is a type of this branch. The third is called mollusk. 
Animals belonging to this branch have a soft body which almost always 
is protected by a hard shell. There are about fifteen thousand dif- 
ferent kinds of mollusks. “These creatures are found in seas, rivers, 
lakes, and ponds. Slugs, snails, oysters, clams, and cuttlefish all belong 
to the mollusk family. The shells of some mollusks are very beau- 
tiful both in form and in coloring. We all have gathered the pretty 
snail and clam shells by lake or river. 

Children living near the sea gather the pretty pink-lined shells 
for toys. The shell is not a house in which the animal lives, but is a 
part of the animal itself. Beautiful pearl buttons, hair ornaments, 
brooches, and buckles are made from pear! shells. 

The mollusks are provided with hearts, arteries, and veins. They 
breathe through gills and multiply by means of eggs. 

The branch next higher in expression than the mollusks is called 
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“The mollusks are provided with hearth, arteries and veins.’ 


articulates. This branch includes all animals which are provided with 
rings or joints, like the earthworm, which is well known to all of us. 
Let us make it a habit to look about us and to find out what 
these tiny helpers are doing for us and for the world. Go out into the 
garden and turn overa few spadefuls of earth and get better acquainted 
with these little workers. This is what I have been doing this very 
day, and my little friends have told me many things which | never 
knew before. You turn over the rich moist earth. See! there are 
two—three—a whole family of earthworms. Let us look closely 
at this plump fellow. Att first glance you can see no difference be- 
tween his head and his tail. But when you study him closely, you 
will notice that one end always moves forward and that it has a little 
knob. The knob is the earthworm’s upper lip. Take a magnifying 
glass, and you will see two lips, which form the mouth. He has no 
eyes, teeth, ears, nose, hands, or feet. The earthworm’s body is 
made up of rings. See if you can count them. On each ring are 
tiny hooks, which serve as feet. These hooks help him to move along 
and help him to burrow in the ground. When it is cold he burrows 
down deep, where he can keep warm. While he goes creeping along 
under the ground, he fills his body with earth, to get the material out 


‘He has no eyes, ears, teeth, nose, hands or feet.” 
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of his way. When he comes to the surface he empties all the earth out 
of his body, forming little coils which you may have noticed and 
which are called worm casts. His food is the decayed stems of plants. 
The earthworm is called “‘a little gardener,” because he always is 
helping the plants to grow by digging up the earth around their roots, 
letting in air and moisture which the plants need for their growth. 

Think how many earthworms there are at work, helping in the 
only way that they can, to make the soil better. Let us thank the 
kind and loving Father that we, too, may work to make the world 
better each in his own way. Let us thank him that he is pointing out 
the way in which we may best do the work that he gives us to do. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 


| 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| 


WEE WISDOM 21 


SLUMBER SEA 
Grace WALLACE 


The Sandman is walking up there in the hills, 
And he leaps over hillocks and hollows; 
He gathers the magic dust up, and he fills 
His pack as the gold trail he follows— 
The gold trail that leads to sleepy child’s town, 
On the edge of the Slumber sea, 
Where sails are filling to take us sailing 
To the land where we’re happy and free, 
To eat what we like; go where we please; 
Talk, without trying, in rhyme— 
Oh! sailing over the Slumber sea, 
We have the pleasantest time. 
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“On the edge of Slumber sea.” 
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A RIDDLE 
I have a head, a little head, 


That you could scarcely see; 
But I have a mouth much bigger 
Than my head could ever be. 


That seems impossible, you say; 
You think ’twould be a bother > 

Why, no! My head is at one end, 
My mouth is at the other. 


I have no feet, yet I can run, 
And pretty fast, ’tis said; 

The funny thing about me is, 
I run when in my bed. 


I’ve not a cent in all the world, 
I seek not fortune’s ranks; 

And yet it’s true that, though so poor, 
I own two splendid banks. 


I’ve lots of “sand,” yet run away; 
I’m weak, yet “furnish power;” 
No hands or arms, yet my embrace 


Would kill in half an hour. 


You think I am some fearful thing, 
Ah! you begin to shiver. 

Pray, don’t, for, after all, you know, 
I’m only just a river. 


—St. Nicholas. 


A BABY GIRL 
GRACE WALLACE 


There is nothing so neat, and nothing so sweet 


As a soft little shining curl; 


There is nothing so nice in the great wide world 


As a dear little baby girl! 


There is nothing so fair on earth anywhere 
As a baby girl smiling for joy; 

Nothing’s so sweet as a baby girl— 
Unless it’s a baby boy! 


22 
| 


WEE WISDOM 23 


BETTY JANE AND BILLY 


RuTH BalILey, (13 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


In a beautiful’ house in the city, lived a little girl named Betty 
Jane, and her crippled brother, Billy. Their mother and father gave 
these children everything they could desire. There should have been 
happiness in this house, but little Billy could not play like other boys, 
and the rest of the family could take no joy in anything on this account. 

Betty Jane had been taking Wee Wisdom, but hardly ever read 
it. One day, Billy wanted a story, and his sister read him a story out 
of Wee Wisdom. This story was on faith, and it said: “Always 
have faith in God, and he will carry you through.” They liked it so 
well that they read it over and over, and then waited eagerly for the 
next magazine to come. 

After this, Betty Jane always prayed to God to make her brother 
well. It was not long until he could go out into the yard for a little 
while each day. One day, Billy’s mother left him in the yard, lying 
down, and when next she looked for him, he was running around. 

That night Betty Jane thanked God over and over, for her 
brother’s health. After this, Betty Jane and Billy always believed in 
God. 


THE LAND OF GOLDEN LIGHT 


G. A. Mason 
Billings, Mont. 


A little boy and his sister were happy one morning when a 
butterfly flew down and said: 

“Dear children, how would you like to visit my home in the 
Land of Golden Light?” 


| 


WEE WISDOM 


“We'd love they exclaimed. 

The children followed the butterfly over hills and through | 
valleys, until they came to a river. 

“Step into the water,” the butterfly told them. 

When they did, they went downward until they came to a beau- 
tiful golden gate. The butterfly opened it. A more beautiful place 
than the land beyond, was never seen by human eyes. Dancing 
among the ferns and flowers, were hordes of beautifully colored butter- 
flies—gold, scarlet, tan, black, and every bright color of the rainbow. 

The butterfly led the children to a lovely lavender butterfly, 
and said: 

“Children, this is our queen.” 

Then they all went to a feast. And what a variety of cakes, 
ades, fruits, candies, and sandwiches, there were! 

“Keith! Janice!”’ came a voice. 

““Ho-hum!”’ sighed the children as they sat up. “Mother, why 
did you wake us from such a beautiful dream!” 


THE DANCE OF THE BROWNIES 


Selected by JENNIE T. PowERS 
545 Macon st., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Have you seen the little brownies 

Who visit us in fall > 
Have you seen them dance and caper 
At their grand reception ball > 


They live up in the tree-tops, 
: And at this time of year, 

They give a splendid party, 
And come from far and near. 


Some wear cockades of scarlet 
And some a sash of green; 

But on every little fairy 

A dress of brown is seen. 


Just see them “ring-a-rosy” 
In such a jolly swirl! 

They mount upon the breezes, 

And round and round they whirl. 
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THE STORY OF AN HONEST GIRL 


AMINDA KELLEY 
Washington, D. C. 


Once there was a little girl who lived in the wood with her 
mother and father. Her name was Adelaide Smith. Her father 
was : woodcutter. She learned to love the beautiful flowers, and the 
wood. 

One day she was walking in the wood, when she saw a small 
shiny thing. She picked it up; it was a tiny crown. She carried it 
home. She asked her parents if she might keep it, and they said that 
she might. 

One day, she lay down to rest, and she heard several small 
voices at her side. She listened and learned that the fairy queen and 
her attendants were looking for the lost crown. 

“T’ll keep it; they will never know who found it; I will keep it,” 
thought Adelaide. Then a better thought came, “Take it to them.” 

By this time, the fairy queen was some distance away, and 
Adelaide had to run to overtake her. 

When Adelaide gave the crown to the queen, the queen blessed 
her, and gave her as many flowers as she could carry. 


By being honest, Adelaide gained much more than the crown 
was worth to her. 


HOW TO BE HAPPY 


Selected by MARGUERITE FOREMAN 
Conneaut, Ohio. 


Get up in the morning feeling happy, cheerful, and gay. Be 
happy in your work. Try to help others all day long and you are 
sure to be happy. Work, and you will feel happy and gay. Work 
for God. Don’t chase happiness. Work, and do for others, and 
happiness will find you, sooner or later. 


A YELL 


Betty FRANEY (9 years) 
Campbellsport, Wis. 
Hip! hip! hip! rah! rah! rah! 
We get Wee Wisdom. ha! ha! ha! 
Who are—who are— who are we? 
God’s loving children. Don’t you see? 
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GOD'S GREAT OUT-OF-DOORS 


TruLy D. JoNEs 
New York, N. Y. 


I never thought, till just today, 

What a wonderful place I own. 

I never realized before 

That I had a share in God’s great out-of-doors. 


I’ve heard the tales of heaven so dear, 

But I’ve never dreamed there’s a place so near, 
And now I’! cherish more and more, 

The beauty of God’s great out-of-doors. 


Perhaps you’ve thought and pondered, too, 

And wondered if God has a place for you. 

To him we’re alike, both rich and poor; 

There’s a place for you in God’s great out-of-doors. 


THE GIRL THAT DID NOT QUARREL — 


VERDA JANE BOATRIGHT (10 years) 
Arlington, Texas. 


Once there was a little girl whose name was Mary Alice. 
Across the street from Mary lived another little girl, whose name was 
Helen Louise. On vacation days, they played together. 

One day, Mary Alice went over to Helen Louise’s home to play. 
Mary Alice had eight dolls; Helen Louise had one doll. So they 
played dolls. 

“Helen Louise, you think your doll is prettier than mine, don’t 
you?” asked Mary Alice. 

Helen Louise did not reply right away, but looked sad, and then 
said: 

“No, Mary Alice; all your dolls are prettier than mine.” 

This made Mary Alice feel ashamed, and she told Helen 
Louise that she would never try to hurt her again. She asked her 
friend what she could do to keep from saying hurtful things. Helen 
Louise told her to say The Prayer of Faith, and to ask God to help 


her. 

That night Mary Alice asked God to help her to be a good girl, 
and he did. 

Helen Louise and Mary Alice were good friends ever after. 


| 
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LILLIAN’S CHOICE 
-Mivprep B. PLETscCH (11 years) 


Once there was a little girl named Lillian. She was ten years of 
age. She was very rich, but she was not like other children. She 
couldn’t run around, for she was crippled. She had been in an auto- 
a accident, and the physician said she would be a cripple all 

er life. 

It was very near her birthday, and her mother was wondering 
what to get her for a birthday present. 

Lillian’s mother had heard about Unity and the good it was 
doing, and about Wee Wisdom. So she gave Wee Wisdom to 
Lillian for a birthday gift. Lillian was very happy when she received 
Wee Wisdom. She loves it more than any of her other possessions. 

Her mother.took Lillian to Unity. Now she is as healthy and 
happy as any other little girl, because God has made her well. 


THE PIE EATER 


ALBERT T. WUESTHOFF (9 years) 
Madison, Nebr. 


There once was a man named B, 
Who lived in a house by the c; 
When they brought him some pi, 
He winked his left i, 
And said, ““Won’t you please bring me t >?” 


=D 


LESSING 


Bless us, O Lord, with 


these thy gifts, which we 


‘ ra are about to receive through 


thy presence. 


WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirements for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secre- 
tary of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by 
the twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write 
to one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI just love Wee Wisdom. I have taken it for nearly 
a year and a half. When I feel sick, I say The Prayer of Faith, and I always 
feel much better. I like “‘Puck,” ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ and 
the letters, best—Rita Haskins. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love to read you from cover to cover. I used to 
- be afraid when I went for the milk in the evening, but I am not afraid any more, 
because I pray to Jesus before I start. When I had a cold, I said The Prayer 
of Faith, and I was well in two days.—Edith Spohr. 

Dear Secretary—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I like ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key,”” and Home Tots, best. I like all the rest of the stories, 
too.—Marjorie Sigwalt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. Here is a little 


verse I wrote: 


I have a little kittie, 
She is very pretty. 
She likes to run and play 


And is happy all the day. 


—Richard Smith. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I like to get you every month. The children like to 
read you. The baby likes to look at your pictures. I like best ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key,” Young Authors, and the Bible lessons. I am going to 
Paes : Sunday school here every Sunday, using my Wee Wisdom.—Eathyl 

runk. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI don’t want to miss a copy of you. I picked cotton 
to get some money to send for you. I enjoy your poems and stories very much. 
I don’t know which I like best. I have learned The Prayer of Faith.—Evelyn 
Peacher. 

Dear little Wees—I surely like Wee Wisdom. My aunt gave you to me 
for my birthday. When my subscription has run out, I am going to send for it 
myself. I like everything in Wee Wisdom.—Ethel Oberlin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been getting you for three months. I have 
The Prayer of Faith hung on my bedroom wall. I like best ‘“The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key.” —Emily Mellon. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for only a short time, but I like 
you fine. I let some little girls read my Wee Wisdom, and they like you very 
much. I think Thé Prayer of Faith helps every boy and girl who reads it to 
be much better, and to understand all things that are good.—Hazel Pulley. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—When I receive my Wee Wisdom, | sit right 
down and read it from cover to cover. Oh! the wonderful things I find in it. 
They help me in every way. I am glad Wee Wisdom is getting larger. I like 
every story, poem, puzzle, and lesson in it. I especially like ‘““The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key.”—Florence Preston. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou were given to me as a Christmas gift. I think 
a good deal of you. I have no choice in your stories and poems, as I love them 
all. I wish you came every week instead of every month. As soon as I receive 
you I read you from cover to cover.—M. Beryl Wheaton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My little brother and I certainly look forward with 
interest to the coming of Wee Wisdom. I enjoy every part of it. I have been 
greatly helped in my music by Wee Wisdom, and I appreciate it very much. 
I am glad to see Wee Wisdom grow so fast.—Maurine Crowther. 

Dear Unity—I like your little magazine, Wee Wisdom. I like “The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and the Bible lessons very much. The poems 
are very interesting.—Evelyn Nelson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to tell you how you have helped me. 
At school, a few days ago, I fell and sprained my ankle. It hurt so much that 
my mother thought we would have to call a doctor. That night we said The 
Prayer of Faith over and over, and my ankle was healed so quickly that I missed 
only one day from school. I love the Busy Sunbeams.—Constance Abbott. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like best Young Authors, 
and ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” I say The Prayer of Faith every 
night.—Elizabeth Cheney. 

Dear Wees—I feel fine. I was sick for a while and one morning a little 
girl brought Wee Wisdom to me. I was glad to get it. I like all the stories very 
much. [I live at the children’s home.—WNettie Nelson. 

Dear Unity—Wee Wisdom has helped me in all my studies, and I love it 
with all my heart. It has helped me in many ways to find the Truth.—Hazel 
Braley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister takes Wee Wisdom. I like it very much. 
I like Home Tots, Puzzle Page, and the letters, best—A. Haskins. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like “The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key,” best. I will tell you the experience I have had. My 
father cut a leader in his arm and I| prayed for him, and his arm is improving 
fast.—Katherine Jeneskee. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I get so much pleasure from reading Wee Wisdom. 
I can’t say which story I like best; I like them all so well. The Prayer of 
Faith helps me in every way.—Jessie R. Dollarhide. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want Wee Wisdom for another year. I couldn’t 
do without it; it has helped me wonderfully with my school work. Although 
I am a freshman in high school, I get many wonderful lessons from it. I was 
asked to give a reading in Sunday school, so I took a selection from Wee Wis- 
dom. Every one enjoyed it. I especially like Blanche’s Corner in September 
Wee Wisdom. It has helped me in my school work.—Frieda L. Stelli. 

Dear Unity—I take Wee Wisdom, and love to read it. I am trying my 
best to remember the Booster Club object, and to keep its motto.—Pearl Carter. 

Dear Wee Wisdom friends—I am sending $1 so I can have Wee Wisdom 
another year. It helps me so much.—Gertrude Silva. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for three years, and I 
like it very much. I like best ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ Magic 
Pillows, and the Booster Club. I have started a Booster club and the children 
are very much interested in it. We all know The Prayer of Faith, Wee 
Wisdom is growing very fast. It seems every time I get one it is nicer. My 
mother takes Unity and Weekly Unity. I read Weekly Unity, sometimes. I 
got ‘““Wee Wisdom’s Way” for my birthday. I am reading it to the Booster 
club members. They like it very much. Inclosed you will find $1 for four 
Booster pins.—Violet Lair. 

Wees WHo Ask THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 

Gertrude Silva, school work; Eva L. Winters, school work; Jessie R. 
Dollarhide, father’s eyes and peace of mind; Lillian Wade, school work; Hazel 
Braley, school work; Nettie M. Nelson, brother’s eyes; Edith Spohr, school 
work; Eathyl Brunk, sister’s and brother’s school work, aunt’s health and hap- 
piness, and uncle’s arm; Florence Preston, health. 

Wees WuHo WisH To CorRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

Howard Dodge, 1826 Mt. Union st., E. Cleveland, Ohio; Mildred 
Brady, RFD route 3, Seymour, Wis.; Eunice Wiederhold, RFD route 3, 
New Hamburg, Ont., Can.; Rita Haskins, Grafton, N. H.; Hazel Pulley, 
Johnston City, Ill.; Florence Preston, Gorham, Kan.; M. Beryl Wheaton, 
1809 E. Kalamazoo st., Lansing, Mich. 

New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB 

Virginia E. Beckley; Dorothy C. Seamon; Nancy Kendrick; Pearl Carter; 
Ann Stratton; Barbara Kingsley; Donald Kingsley; Maxine McCochren; Rich- 
ard Lasselle; John T. Lasselle; George A. Lasselle; Marjorie Sigwalt. 


THE CHEERFUL CHERUB 


Star, you send me down your light, 
Miles and miles through night’s deep blue— 
I wonder, since your rays reach me, 
If you can feel my thoughts reach you. 
—R. M cCann. 
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LESSONS 
YOUNG STUDENTS 
IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN. 


CLAIMING OUR OWN 


When we claim our own we claim the good which God has made 
for us. If we try to claim something which God has not made, we try 
to claim what does not belong to us. 


We claim things by our thoughts and our words. When we 
think or say “my,” we claim whatever we think or say after the word 
“‘my.”’ Honest people never claim what does not belong to them, and 
because we are honest, we will be watchful of what we let follow that 


little word “my.” 


We may say “my life,” for God gives us life. When we say 
““My life is God’s beautiful, happy, glorious life,”’ we spéak the truth 
and are perfectly honest in our use of “my.” Life is a good thing 
which we all can claim. 


We may say “My health is perfect,” for this also is a truthful, 
honest speech. Health is God’s gift to us, and all of God's gifts are 
perfect. We can all claim health, perfect health. The more we claim 
health, the more honest we are. 


But there are some things of which we must not say “my.” 


We must not claim an ugly, unpleasant thing. All that we really 
own is beautiful and pleasant. 


We must not say “my cold” or “my headache.” We must not 
claim any kind of sickness or weakness. Pain does not belong to us, 
so we must not claim it. We are honest, so we will claim life and 
health, joy and prosperity, love and intelligence. All good things 
belong to us, for they are God’s gifts to us. 


This is the rule for claiming our own: 


Never say “‘my,” of anything that makes sickness, unhappiness, 
or trouble for any one. Claim whatever is good and pleasant, what- 
ever makes us and others happier and better. Then we always shall 


be honest. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FouLks 


Did I not tell you that the days would seem to fly, if you were 
busy? Before we realize it “the night before Christmas” will be 
here. I wonder how many Wees will be ready with their gifts, and 
have them tied up in pretty packages. 

For the little 
gift you are to 
learn to make this 
month, you will 


Di G gr Qtr need a ball of cro- 


chet cotton, size 


I 20, blue or pink, 


and a crochet 

hook number 8. 

This gift which 

you are to crochet 

is a fancy chain 
finished at the ends with little crocheted tassels. The chains are 
used in beading, instead of ribbon. They are not only pretty, but 
serviceable, for they wash so well that they do not have to be taken 
out of the garment when it goes to the laundry. There are other uses 
for these chains. They may be worn around the neck with a fan, or 
a silver pencil, or a little bag attached to them. 


4 
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To begin, make a chain stitch about six inches from the end of 
your cotton, then crochet five more chains. Pull the loop that is on the 
hook out about a fourth of an inch, and draw the cotton through it 
again. Now throw the cotton over the hook and take up a stitch right 
under the cotton that you have just 
pulled through—there should be 
two threads on the right side of the 
stitch and one on the left. See dia- 
gram |. There are three loops on 
the hook now. Throw the cotton 
over again and make a loop through 
the same place, making five loops on 
the hook. Throw the cotton over 
once more and make another loop in 
the same place, and there will be 
seven loops on the hook. Be sure 
that you do not crochet these loops 
too tight. Pull the cotton right 
through these seven loops. Pull this 
loop out on the hook about a fourth Diagram 2 
of an inch and make seven more loops like those you made before. All 
you need to do now is to keep on in this way until you have a chain 
as long as you want; about a yard and a quarter will be long enough. 
Make five plain chains like you did at the beginning and break your 
cotton about six inches from the last chain. If the chain is to be pretty 
you must make your work even, pulling each loop just as near the same 


length as you can. 
Now we will make the 
tassels. Make five chains, put 
your hook through the first 
chain, take up the cotton and 
draw it right through this 
chain and the loop on the 
hook. We call this a slip 


stitch, and we will write it sl 
st. This makes a little ring, 


3 doesn’t it? Chain two and in 

this ring make twelve dc, then 
Diagram put your hook under the two 
ch and make a sl st. Ch two 


again and make one dc in the “— of each of the next two de. In the 
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next dc make three dc, then one dc in the next two dc, three dc in the 
next dc, and keep this up all the way around. S|] st under the two ch. 

We are ready to make the fringe: Ch one, pull the loop on the 
hook out about two inches. Leave it on the hook, and then put the 
hook through the top of the next dc, pull the cotton through it and make 
a ch, pulling this loop out as long as the other. Put the hook in the 
same dc and make another long stitch. You must draw the ch very 
close to the dc, so the fringe will not ravel when it is finished. Make 
two of these long stitches in each dc all around and break the cotton. 
You may have to drop all the long stitches, except one, off the hook 
when you are about half way around 
and begin again in the next dc. 
Trim the long stitches or fringe even, 
and your tassel is finished. Thread a 
needle with the cotton left at the end 
of the chain you made, draw it 
through the little ring with which you 
started the tassel, and sew on the 
wrong side. Pull the fringe down 
all around and your chain and tassel 
will look like diagram II. 

The tassel is not to be sewed to 
the other end; just run the cotton 
through it and tie in a loop so that it 
can be taken off to run the chain in 
the beading. 

- Cut out a little card like dia- 
gram 3, and wrap the chain around 
and around it, catching the tassels 
under the chain so that they will 
hang loose. It is then ready to be 

y’s name marked on the back. 

lag ram 2 Now for Daddy’s gift (or Big 
Brother’s or Uncle’s). We will 

make a bag that he can hang on his bureau to receive his soiled collars. 
Get one little hoop like Mother uses for embroidery, and a piece of 
pretty colored silk or cloth that is not very heavy. This cloth should 
be about eight inches wide by eighteen inches long. Sew the ends 
together; turn one side down about a fourth of an inch and sew it 
right over the hoop, just as though the hoop were in a hem all gathered 
up. Gather the other edge, draw it up tight and fasten it inside the 
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bag so that no raw edges will show on the outside. Get a ball of size 
5 crochet cotton, a color that will go nicely with your cloth, and make 
three of the little tassels that you have learned to make. Make a chain 
like the one you have just finished, tacking a tassel to each end, and 
fastening the chain to each side of the bag so that it will hang on the 
bureau nicely. The other tassel is to be tacked to the bottom of the 
bag where you gathered it. Diagram four will show you how this 
bag will look when it is finished, only your bag will be prettier because 
it will be made of bright colors. Suppose you write a card to go inside. 


Something like this will do: 


For my Daddy dear, 
His soiled collars to hold, 
From his little girl, 
With more love than can be told. 


A SMART NUT SHELL HAT for DQ 
=< 


To make this smart looking little hat, take half an English wal- 
nut shell, and use it for the crown. Then cut the brim out of a piece 
of cardboard. Use two small chicken feathers for the trimming. 
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Lesson 14, DECEMBER 31, 1922. 
REVIEW 


GoLDEN TExt—The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, Because 
he anointed me to preach good tidings to the poor—Luke 4:18. 


The lessons of the past quarter have dealt almost entirely with 
Jesus and his ministry. We will give the topic of each lesson. Let 
the class tell the marked and interesting events occurring in each. 
Lesson |: The Birth of John the Baptist. Lesson 2: The Birth and 
Childhood of Jesus. Lesson 3: The Ministry of John the Baptist. 
Lesson 4: Jesus Tempted. Lesson 5: Prohibition. Lesson 6: 
Jesus the Great Physician. Lesson 7: Jesus the Great Teacher. 
Lesson 8: Jesus the Friend of Sinners. Lesson 9: Jesus the Great 
Missionary. Lesson 10: Jesus Sending out Missionaries. Lesson 
11: The Story of the Good Samaritan. Lesson 12: Jesus Among 
Friends and Foes. Lesson 13: The Birth of Jesus. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—Jesus Christ is my 
example. In faith and love I follow him. 


Lesson 1, JANUARY 7, 1923. 


JESUS HEALING ON THE SABBATH.—Luke 13:10-17. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/t is lawful to do good on the sabbath day.— 
Matthew 12:12. 


Jesus was teaching in a synagogue on Sunday. Among those 
who heard him was a woman who had been ill for eighteen years. 
The lesson says that she was “bowed together, and could in no wise 
lift herself up.” Jesus saw her and called her, telling her that she was 
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healed. This displeased the ruler of the synagogue. He felt it his 
duty to explain to the people that there were six days in which work 
ought to be done, and that the work of healing should be done during 
the six days. Jesus shamed those who were seeking to interfere with 
his work, by asking if none of those present had done anything on the 
Sabbath before coming to church. It is always right to do good, no 
matter what day it is. Do you notice that in Jesus’ healing of this 
woman he did not say: “‘You have been ill for a long time, and it 
will take a long time to heal you.” Jesus knew that the word he 
spoke to her would accomplish its perfect work, and so it did. Do 
we always speak our healing words in perfect faith? If we do, they 
will do their work at once. “All things are possible with God.” It 
makes no difference what the trouble is, nor how long it has been in evi- 
dence, we can be healed at once. If we always remember this, we can 
more easily help others. 
QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

How many days of the week are the Lord’s days? Every day. 

How do we keep our days holy? By thinking Godlike thoughts 
and by doing Godlike deeds. 

Is it wrong to do anything on the Sabbath that we do through the 
week? God wishes us to honor him every day of our lives. Man 
has set aside Sunday as a day of worship, but the real sabbath day is 
observed in the heart every day. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ keep all my days 
holy unto the Lord. 


LEsson 2, JANUARY 14, 1923. 
JESUS TEACHING HUMILITY.—Luke 14:7-14. 


GoLDEN TExT—God resisteth the proud, but giveth grace to the 
humble.—I Peter 5:5. 

Jesus was once invited to a dinner, and he said something like 
this to the one who invited him: “When you have a dinner or a sup- 
per, do not invite your friends and your rich neighbors, just to get 
them to invite you in return; but invite the poor and the helpless, the 
lame and the blind. They cannot invite you in return, but God will 
give you a reward in his own way and time.” Jesus was the most 
humble person who ever lived. He did not seek out the rich or the in- 
fluential people, but he was a friend of the poor and the helpless. This 
is what made him so greatly loved by people everywhere. Neither 
was he always trying to occupy the most important place; he was sat- 
isfied to do whatever came to him to do, knowing that he was doing 
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the work of his Father. It does not matter who has the highest place 
in the sight of men. The thing that counts is whether or not we are 
putting our best into the place we are filling and the things we are 
doing. We are not working for the approval of the world, but for 
the approval of God. We cannot gain God’s approval unless we are 
meek and lowly of heart, kind, considerate, and courteous. Think of 
the Son of God who could have had the best of everything, who oc- 
cupied the most important place in the world, being content to go 
about among the common people, as one who possessed no more than 
they. Yet Jesus Christ was the richest man the world has ever known, 
because he possessed all that his Father had. 
QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

What difference does God make between the rich and the poor? 
None. 

Does it make any difference in the character of a boy or a girl 
whether or not he or she wears fine clothes? No; it is the quality of 
the soul that counts. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FRoM THE LEssoN—Blessed are the 
meek, for they shall inherit the earth. 


Lesson 3, JANUARY 21, 1923. 
THE PRODIGAL SON.—Luke 15:11-24. 


GoLDEN TExXT—There is joy in the presence of the angels of 
God over one sinner that repenteth—Luke 15:10. 


This is the story of the prodigal son, as Jesus Christ told it: There 
was once a man who had two sons. He divided all that he had be- 
tween them, and the younger son took his share and went away into 
a far country. There he wasted all that he had in wild and wicked 
living. Then, when he had spent all his money, a terrible famine came 
and he began to want for food. He went to work for a man in that 
country, feeding hogs, and finally he became so hungry that he could 
have eaten the very husks that he was feeding to the hogs. At last 
he began to remember his father and to think of all that he might have 
if he had remained at home. Then he thought: “I will return to my 
father and tell him how sorry and ashamed I am.” So he returned 
home, and when his father saw him coming he ran to meet him, and 
kissed him. The son told his father how sorry and ashamed he felt. 
The father told him that everything was all right, and he called to the 
servants to bring his son the best robe, and a ring, and shoes, and to 
prepare a great feast. “There was great rejoicing because this son had 
come home again. Doubtless he was a much wiser young man, and 
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would handle his money carefully in the future. God has given us our 
share of life and love and substance. How are we using our gifts? 
Are we wasting them, as did this young man, or are we using them 
wisely, so that we shall not have a famine come upon us? 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


Does God’s love for us grow less if we wander away from him, 
or if we do wrong? No. 

Does real love ever die? No. 

How do we waste our portion of the substance God has given 
us? By wrong thinking, which leads to wrong living. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssOoN—/ repent, and | 
rejoice to learn that all that the Father has is mine. 
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LULLABY 
Mary INGRAHAM DUSTAN 


The sandman is coming—way down the street; 
Shut your sleepy eyes, 

He’s coming to you—my baby sweet; 

Shut your sleepy eyes. 


Far in the woods, A night bird calls— 
The sun has gone, The twilight falls; 
My little child has closed his eyes— 


The sandman has come. 
Ohb-h-h, oh-h-h, oh-h-h, oh-h-h— 
He’s closed two sleepy, sleepy eyes. 


— 


|_| 
en 

r * * 5 PSY | 

| 
tt 
+ + ZN 
fp 


WEE WISDOM 41 


PUZZLE PAGE 


WHAT LETTER IS AN INSECT? 
WHAT LETTER IS A DRINK? (A) 
YYHAT LETTER IS A QUESTIAN? 
\YHAT LETTER |S BIRD? Re 


\YHAT LETTER IS A 
BVDY AF WATER ch 
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UNITY ENIGMA 


] 
My whole is a name of twenty-five letters. 
My 2, 10, 20, 6, 25 describe a boy with a new drum. 
My 9, 3, 11, 5 means containing oil. 
My 16, 23, 14, 8 describes a person having many possessions. 
My 19, 12, 1, 7, 15 means to come into contact with. 
My 18, 17, 13, 24 represents what your mother does to flour. 
My 4, 21, 22 is a color. 
My whole is familiar to all Wees. 


COBG 


A POEM IN FIGURES 


This is one stanza from a poem familiar to children. The letters 
of the alphabet are numbered consecutively, and the figures substituted 
for letters. After you have translated it, you will enjoy memorizing it. 

12-9-20-20-12-5 19-5-5-4-19 15-6 13-5-18-3-25, 

19-15-23-14 2-25 25-15-21-20-8-6-21-12 8-1-14-4-19, 
7-18-15-23 20-15 2-12-5-19-19 20-8-5 14-1-20-9-15-14- 
19, 
6-1-18 9-14 8-5-1-20-8-5-14 12-1-14-5-19. 


Answers to these puzzles will be found in January Wee Wisdom. 
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CHRISTMAS 

The day before Christmas, Dad- 
dy brought home the Christmas 
tree. He put it into the living room 
and shut the door. Then he and 
Mother put all the things on the 
tree. 

They told Buddy and me that 
we would like the tree better if we 
did not see it before it was trimmed. 
So we stayed out. 

When it was night, and all the 
work was done, they went in and 
lit the candles. Then they opened 
the door and told Buddy and me to 
come in. | 

The tree looked like snow and 
stars were all over it. There were 
toys and books and other pretty 
things. Daddy read the names and 
Buddy carried the presents. __ 
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Buddy hung up a stocking for 
every one of us before we went to 
bed. In the morning all the stock- 
ings were filled with candy and 
nuts. 

On Christmas day, Cousin Ann 
came over and brought her new 
doll. Max and May came over 
and brought their 
new toys. Max 
and May are 
twins. Buddy and 
Cousin Ann play- 
ed with us. 

Christmas is 
the best day! 
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AUNT MAUD'S CHRISTMAS GIFT 


Margaret and Jimmy were busy helping Mother to wrap and 
tie the Christmas packages. The table was piled with tissue paper 
and bright ribbons. 

“My!” sighed Margaret happily, “Isn’t it fun to be so busy? 
Just before Christmas, is the finest time in the whole year.” 

“Except Christmas,” amended Jimmy. 

“Yes, I know,” assented his sister, “‘but I believe it’s almost as 
much fun tying up surprises for other people as it is to unwrap the 
ones they tie up for you.” 

““Busy people,” smiled Mother, “‘are almost always happy, es- 
pecially if they are doing something for others.” 

“Mother,” Margaret laid down the pen with which she had 
been carefully writing tags, “are we going to ask Aunt Maud to come 


over for Christmas?” 


“T think not, dearie,” and Mother’s smile disappeared. “‘Chil- 
dren annoy her. She says that they are noisy and always getting 
things out of order, so perhaps she had better stay in her own home 
this year.” 

“But she is all alone, Mother, and she is our auntie, you know.” 
Margaret’s face lost a shade of its joyousness. She knew Aunt 
Maud was cross and that she had scolded the last time they had been 
to see her, because Jimmy had slammed the door and because she 
had forgotten to put the big book away. But she was Daddy’s sis- 
ter, and Margaret did so want everybody to be happy on Christmas. 
She slipped quietly out, and sat on the bottom porch step to think. 
She had found it a good thing to get still when things puzzled her. 
The answer usually came when she did this. And sure enough in 
a short time she had a lovely thought. 
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“Mother,” she said, running into the house, “may I give Aunt 
Maud a Christmas gift?” 

There was a queer look on Mother’s face and she did not answer 
at once, then she said: ““Yes, Margaret, you may if you want to; 
and I am glad that my little girl has so fine a spirit.” 

Margaret took up the pen, and selecting the very prettiest tag, 
she wrote “To Aunt Maud, with love from Margaret.”” Then taking 
some paper and ribbon, she went up to her room. When she came 
down she was smiling, but never a word did she say about her gift 
to Aunt Maud. 

Early Christmas morning, when Margaret and Jimmy were un- 
tying their gifts before the bright wood fire which Daddy had made, 
the kitchen door opened softly, and before any one knew she was 
there, Aunt Maud had gathered the surprised Margaret into her arms. 
When at last she looked around at the family, there was so sweet 
a smile on her face that, as Jimmy said afterward: “It looked like 
Aunt Maud, only prettier.” 

“T know that you are surprised to see me,” she said, “but I had 
to come the first thing and thank Margaret for her beautiful gift. 
Besides, I had a few things for you. I got them late last night, and 
didn’t have time to wrap them nicely; but you may be sure they are 
well wrapped with love. Now I am going home for a while, but if 
you will have me, I should love to come back to dinner. I had a big 
fruit cake given me, which will taste better shared with you, Mar- 
garet.” She turned in the doorway to say: 

“Aunt Maud is going to keep your gift where she can see it 
the first thing each morning, and if she feels inclined to scold she will 
look at it. It will be impossible to stay cross, then.” 

When the door had closed, every one looked at Margaret. 
“What in the world did you give her, dear>’’ Mother asked. 

“Why, it was that picture over my bed of the lovely lady walk- 
ing on clouds, the blue curtains behind her and the darling baby 
in her arms. I wrote a note on the back.” 

“‘What did you say in the note?”’ asked Daddy genily, as he 
took her on his knee. 

“T just said, ‘Dear Auntie, I want to give you this picture be- 
cause I know you will love this baby. Nobody could look at him 
and help it, and he wouldn’t be big enough to slam doors and leave 
books on the floor.” Then I signed, “Your loving niece, Margaret.’ 
That was all.” 

“T see,” said Father, smiling across at Mother with that dear 
funny shine in his eyes that daddies sometimes have. 
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THE GARDEN, THE GATE, AND 


THE KEY 


By Mary BrREWERTON DEWITT 


Now out in book form 


The adventures of Faith, Patience, and 
Prudence in finding a key which admits them 
to the fairyland garden, are absorbingly in- 
teresting to all the young readers. 

You Wees have followed these little girls 
in their search and in their joy of discovery. 
Now, don't you want this lovely story book for 
your very own to keep? And don't you want 
to send it to some little friend for Christmas, 
so that he or she may get from the story the 
valuable lessons that you have learned? 


The book is bound as a companion volume 
to “Wee Wisdom's Way,” and is beautifully 


illustrated with many colored pictures. Price, 


$1.50. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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E GATED. | 
MARY BDE WITT 
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When each pair of eyes is 
dancing 
With a secret lips won't 
tell; 
When each voice with love 
is vibrant, 
And each heart sings: 
“All is well;” 
When homes large and 
small are bulging 
Full of packages and 
cheer, 
Then we're glad beyond be- 
lieving, 
For we know December's 


\ 


4 
=] 


SS 


WSs 


| 


| 


wi 


<I 


a 


MORNING 
God's gift of Joy 
T'll be today, 

To every one 
Along my way. 


NIGHT 


God's gifts increase, 
The more I spend; 
Of joy and love 
There is no end. 
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